ENTERING THE  TSAIDAM
of the juniper trees disappeared up into their greenery and
the fire we made of the beautiful wood gave off an odour
that suggested a Tibetan temple. I was told that juniper is,
in fact, a very precious tree and that the lamas use it for
incense.
The morning passed as quickly as a dream. We had to go
down the other side of the mountain in a cloud of dust, and
then, once more, we were on a blistered, yellow table-land.
It was bordered with abrupt, eroded mountains on which
nothing grew. The great trail from Dulan to Lhasa by Barun
wound through here and I even thought I saw traces of the
plough. Yes, I was right. There were field shapes, a wall,
an earthen roof. We were at Kharakhoto. The sense of
astonishment I felt on seeing the house made me realize that
I had not expected to see any houses here in the north of
Tibet.
Though I wanted to see a Tibetan hut, I felt unable to
go with Peter and Li when they went to buy a sack of barley
for the horses. Since its immersion in the river my saddle
was broken in two and I spent the best part of the ride
sitting on Slalom's hindquarters. Now I was worn out. I
lacked even the courage to deal with my patients.
Peter was under the impression that somebody had said
we were not far from Dzun, our first objective, and rejoiced.
Soon we should be alone on the trail. Camping in the
evening we should no longer have to wait for our camels to
come up—often they were right at the end of the caravan.
And in the morning there would be no more camel-drivers
pulling the baggage out of our hands before we had even
breakfasted.
Tibetan Caravan.
On the morning of the loth of April I saw half a dozen
poles far away against the sky. Were they telegraph poles?
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